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of her contemporaries was that she loved her home
and her parents. She thought that there was no
place in the world so beautiful as Polchester, no
home so charming as the old St. James's Rectory,
no two people as lovable as her father and mother,
She told no one these things, because in her world
the one emotion that you must never show was senti-
ment* However, she did not patronize her parents
in public, as many of the girls did. It was true that
she found them old-fashioned in their ideas, but she
had the wisdom to suspect that her mother knew
almost as much about life as she herself did, and it
wasn't her mother's fault that she had been brought
tip in those absurd Victorian days when a girl could
go nowhere without a chaperon and did not dare
to mention a baby.

She liked to look nice, was excited over a new
dress, loved to drive Mabel Cams' car when Mabel
allowed her, but she was not vain; to be alive was
splendid. She meant to have a magnificent life. * . .

Now she was talking to the two Miss Trenchards,
Miss Katey Trenchard and Miss Dora Trenchard.
These two ladies were elderly and had lived in
Polchester all their lives. Their brother, who had
been a Canton of the Cathedral, had died some five
years ago. They were both tall, wore black, and
each had a beautiful long necklace of emeralds for
her only ornament. Their hair was white, and they
were English ladies of the old type, quite unself-
conscious, with dignity and kindliness, representa*
tives of a caste that is now almost vanished from the
world, greatly to the world's loss. They seldom
left Polchester, were always together, did no! play
bridge or drive motors-cars or talk scandal, but